CHECKMATE

the foliage a gap that gave to the west, I
brought the car to a standstill and sat looking
back to the country from which we had come.
Below us lay new-mown meadows, with the
swathes as the scythe had left them, in long
straight lines; beyond, stood a miniature
hamlet which the sober cast of evening was
melting into the landscape before our eyes;
and, far in the distance, overtopping all other
country, rose up those sable mountains which
kept the bridle-path. Above them, the sky
was flaming, and every peak and ridge stood
up a sombre monument against the red.
Whilst I was gazing, as though to correct
my humour, not twenty feet away a nightingale
burst into song. I never found music so
grateful, and, as I listened, it seemed to round
Our venture and add another fable to JBsop's
treasury.
Twice over that lonely bird sang his rare
song, whilst we sat still and heard him and
forgot the world. And had he sung, for an
hour, I think we must have waited until he
had done, for all his song was for us, and, so
far as I was concerned, the comfort his notes
distilled was beyond all price.
Half an hour later I switched the headlights
on, and, twenty minutes after, we ran through
the village of Littai and on to the lodge.
This was open and in order, as though we
had but left it that morning and now had
returned from fishing some distant stream,
for Jameson was a good servant and had